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Crvarter 1

n my younger and more vulnerable years my father gave me some
advice that I've been turning over in my mind ever since.

t “Whenever you feel like criticizing any one,” he told me, “just
remember that all the people in this world haven’t had the advantages that
you’ve had.”

He didn’t say any more, but we've always been unusually
communicative in a reserved way, and I understood that he meant a great
deal more than that. In consequence, I'm inclined to reserve all judgments,
a habit that has opened up many curious natures to me and also made me
the victim of not a few veteran bores. The abnormal mind is quick to detect
and attach itself to this quality when it appears in a normal person, and so
it came about that in college I was unjustly accused of being a politician,
because I was privy to the secret griefs of wild, unknown men. Most of the
confidences were unsought — frequently I have feigned sleep,
preoccupation, or a hostile levity when I realized by some unmistakable
sign that an intimate revelation was quivering on the horizon; for the
intimate revelations of young men, or at least the terms in which they
express them, are usually plagiaristic and marred by obvious suppressions.
Reserving judgments is a matter of infinite hope. I am still a little afraid of
missing something if I forget that, as my father snobbishly suggested, and
I snobbishly repeat, a sense of the fundamental decencies is parcelled out
unequally at birth.



And, after boasting this way of my tolerance, I come to the admission
that it has a limit. Conduct may be founded on the hard rock or the wet
marshes, but after a certain point I don’t care what it’s founded on. When I
came back from the East last autumn I felt that I wanted the world to be in
uniform and at a sort of moral attention forever; I wanted no more riotous
excursions with privileged glimpses into the human heart. Only Gatsby,
the man who gives his name to this book, was exempt from my reaction —
Gatsby, who represented everything for which I have an unaffected scorn.
If personality is an unbroken series of successful gestures, then there was
something gorgeous about him, some heightened sensitivity to the
promises of life, as if he were related to one of those intricate machines
that register earthquakes ten thousand miles away. This responsiveness
had nothing to do with that flabby impressionability which is dignified
under the name of the “creative temperament.”— it was an extraordinary
gift for hope, a romantic readiness such as I have never found in any other
person and which it is not likely I shall ever find again. No — Gatsby
turned out all right at the end; it is what preyed on Gatsby, what foul dust
floated in the wake of his dreams that temporarily closed out my interest
in the abortive sorrows and short-winded elations of men.

What'’s your first impression of the narrator, Nick Carraway?
What language led you to this conclusion? Use textual evidence.
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4. Answer discussion questions at the end of this section

, The only completely stationary object in the room was an enormous
couch on which two young women were buoyed up as though upon an
anchored balloon. They were both in white, and their dresses were rippling
and fluttering as if they had just been blown back in after a short flight
around the house. I must have stood for a few moments listening to the
whip and snap of the curtains and the groan of a picture on the wall. Then
there was a boom as Tom Buchanan shut the rear windows and the caught
wind died out about the room, and the curtains and the rugs and the two
young women ballooned slowly to the floor.

% The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was extended full
length at her end of the divan, completely motionless, and with her chin
raised a little, as if she were balancing something on it which was quite
likely to fall. If she saw me out of the corner of her eyes she gave no hint of
it — indeed, I was almost surprised into murmuring an apology for having
disturbed her by coming in.

The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise — she leaned slightly
forward with a conscientious expression — then she laughed, an absurd,
charming little laugh, and I laughed too and came forward into the room.

“I'm p-paralyzed with happiness.” She laughed again, as if she said
something very witty, and held my hand for a moment, looking up into my
face, promising that there was no one in the world she so much wanted to
see. That was a way she had. She hinted in a murmur that the surname of
the balancing girl was Baker. (I've heard it said that Daisy’s murmur was
only to make people lean toward her; an irrelevant criticism that made it
no less charming.)



“We don’t know each other very well, Nick,” she said suddenly. “Even
if we are cousins. You didn’t come to my wedding.”

“I wasn’t back from the war.”

“That’s true.” She hesitated. “Well, I've had a very bad time, Nick, and
I'm pretty cynical about everything.”

Evidently she had reason to be. I waited but she didn’t say any more,
and after a moment I returned rather feebly to the subject of her daughter.

“I suppose she talks, and — eats, and everything.”

“Oh, yes.” She looked at me absently. “Listen, Nick; let me tell you
what I said when she was born. Would you like to hear?”

“Very much.”

“It'll show you how I've gotten to feel about — things. Well, she was
less than an hour old and Tom was God knows where. I woke up out of the
ether with an utterly abandoned feeling, and asked the nurse right away if
it was a boy or a girl. She told me it was a girl, and so I turned my head
away and wept. ‘all right,’ I said, ‘I'm glad it’s a girl. And I hope she’ll be a
fool — that’s the best thing a girl can be in this world, a beautiful little
fool.”

|.  What’s your first impression of Daisy?
2. What language led you to this conclusion. Use textual evidence.
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Already it was deep summer on roadhouse roofs and in front of
wayside garages, where new red gas-pumps sat out in pools of light, and
when I reached my estate at West Egg I ran the car under its shed and sat
for a while on an abandoned grass roller in the yard. The wind had blown
off, leaving a loud, bright night, with wings beating in the trees and a
persistent organ sound as the full bellows of the earth blew the frogs full of
life. The silhouette of a moving cat wavered across the moonlight, and
turning my head to watch it, I saw that I was not alone — fifty feet away a
figure had emerged from the shadow of my neighbor’s mansion and was
standing with his hands in his pockets regarding the silver pepper of the
stars. Something in his leisurely movements and the secure position of his
feet upon the lawn suggested that it was Mr. Gatsby himself, come out to
determine what share was his of our local heavens.

I decided to call to him. Miss Baker had mentioned him at dinner, and
that would do for an introduction. But I didn’t call to him, for he gave a
sudden intimation that he was content to be alone — he stretched out his
arms toward the dark water in a curious way, and, far as I was from him, I
could have sworn he was trembling. Involuntarily I glanced seaward — and
distinguished nothing except a single green light, minute and far away,
that might have been the end of a dock. When I looked once more for
Gatsby he had vanished, and I was alone again in the unquiet darkness.

What’s your first impression of Gatsby?

2. What language led you to this conclusion? Use textual evidence.



